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IP | | OYOur Shit //November 


We here at Flip 


‘ Your Shit are more productive than ever 


Happy November! 


these days and we are actually giving you 
monthly issues with current music reviews. 
Also, with this issue, we are proud to in- 
troduce four new columns to further diver- 
sify the scope of this venerable publication. 
The esteemed J. Patrick will continue to 
horrify you this Halloween with musings 
from his beard and the gerbil that lives in 
his room. Zachary Roberts will be writ- 
_ ing very competent music reviews with big 
| pretentious words (like on pitchforkmedia. 
com) and Aki Shishido will be giving you 
metal heads something to chew on while 
also providing us some epic fiction. Please 
enjoy, and remember to submit anytime you 
like. 
Lastly, before you get to enjoying your 
zine, thank you again to everyone who 
‘signed forms to save WBOR, hopefully 
everything will be ok. 
-The Zine Staff. 
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Cover by Zachary Tcheyan 

Please submit more art and photography, we 
could really use it. 


secret Book Review on Page 6. 


submit to alee @ bowdoin.edu. 


On Pogs and Men Named Dawson 


When I was 17, I loved Dawson’s Creek. 

Yes, yes, I knew it was terrible scriptwriting. | 
knew the plot was contrived and trite. I knew the 
‘dialogue was uninspired and, at times, bordered 
on absurd in its implausibility. Yet, for whatever 
reason, my attraction to the adolescent soap-opera 
persisted. I imagine it related to the romance and 
rivalry between Joey, Pacey and Dawson, the three 
key characters to the shows progression. Joey goes 
back and forth between Pacey and Dawson- painful 
love triangles lead to dramatic separations, reunions 
and back again. It’s rather juicy stuff. 

Around this time, I happened to be going through 
the worst break-up of my young life. Zachary cheated 
on me, I cheated on him. We stayed together because 
we had grown dependent on one another. Things 
ended: in July, his mistress from earlier in our rela- 
tionship came to visit for the summer. I called him 
during a bout of drunken loneliness, and he “couldn’t 
talk” as I heard Andy laughing in the background. 
I imagine they were unclothed together, something 
sexy like that. 

So, I moved on. Tried to, anyway. Which brings 
us to the point of the story. 

My closest friend at the time was a girl named 
Dalia. The year before, we began to delve deep into 
‘the counter-culture and DIY music scene of Allston. 
We befriended the right people, looked at the right 
websites, added our names to the right “Riseup” 
email lists. Before I knew it, protests and basement 
shows were my status quo, and I loved every minute 
of it. We raised our fists to Bread and Roses, we 
danced to The Black Freighter. I saw Japanther in 
a kitchen at the Tufts’ Arts Haus, where the vocal- 
ist used a pay-phone as his vocal pickup in lieu of 
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a microphone. | kissed girls that summer. I helped 
my grandmother combat advanced throat cancer, 
and eventually, comforted her while she died. I was 
tear-gassed at an Anti-War March during the DNC in 
Boston. And I slept with a boy named Dawson. 
Dalia and I had heard about this 90’s party on 
Linden St. We were anxious as we donned our fanny 
packs and our throwback shirts. What the hell does 
one wear to a 90’s party??? I was 12 when the 90’s 
ended. We did our best. I wore a World Cup 94’ shirt 
(or whenever the World Cup was last in the U.S.). We 
adorned ourselves with fishnets, leggings, high-tops, 
and a generous amount of eye makeup. My sister 
dropped us off at the apartment. | 
On the stoop, we heard no music, no party. Were 
we at the right place? We walked away initially, 
thinking we had erred on the location. On our walk 
back to Commonwealth Avenue we passed by ‘an 
acquaintance of ours- a girl I went to driving school 
with, a girl I bought codeine from the only time I 
popped it, a girl who knew every line in Clueless- 
who asked us if the party was going well. Yea, man. 
It’s sweet. We are just going to go pick up a pack of 
Parliaments. We’ll see you back there. | 
We peered out at her as she and her boyfriend 
walked into the correct apartment. We waited a few 
moments, and then followed their lead. Up through 
a staircase, and we were surrounded by music, beer, 
and scores of attractive, sweaty people. I was not a 


heavy drinker in high school, so two or three drinks 


were all I needed to have a good time. The keg was 
a succulent PBR. We wandered around the crowded 
rooms of the apartment, listening to Public Enemy, 
Nirvana, Spice Girls, and Chumbawamba. It was 
pretty fantastic. The game of pogs, however, is what 
really caught our attention. 


We sat down next to two guys on the floor, as they 
were divvying up pog pieces. You ladies want to 
play’? Well, sure we did. It was a fucking pog game! I 
had not played pogs, well, probably since the 1990's. 
[Tm Paul, that taller man on left said. I’m Dalia. ’m 
Shelley. 


I’m Dawson. 


Holy Shit. What did he say? My name is Dawson. 
Dalia and I met eyes. Now, maybe you have met guys 
named Dawson before in your lives. Perhaps you’ve 
even met more than one. But, you see, I myself at that 
time had never met a real Dawson outside the realm 
of that WB Drama I treasured so dearly. It was damn 
exciting to meet an attractive man named Dawson, 
for some reason. 

We played pogs, we drank, we smoked Parlia- 
ments on the stoops of Allston, and when the night 
was over, he came back on the B-Line with us. Un- 
fortunately, we had no way of getting from the train 
station to Dalia’s house- we took a cab as far as the 
three of us had money ($3.58). Stuck on Rt. 9; we 
were lucky enough to be picked up by a young couple 
on their way home from a play in Boston. They dis- 
approved of our hitchhiking tactics, but didn’t want 
to leave us alone on the street. (So, wherever you are, 
you lovely couple, I offer my sincerest gratitude for 
getting us home that August evening.) 

I don’t really remember what the circumstances of 
the challenge were, but for some reason or another, 
Dawson and I were bound together that evening. 
Perhaps it was a joke taken farther than both of us 
anticipated, perhaps it was the booze. But when 
Dalia left us alone in her basement that night, we did 
not get much sleep. 


After smoking cigarettes the following sunrise, 
Dawson and I borrowed two bikes from Dalia’s 
house to get back to mine. They fit our frames ter- 
ribly- far too short, flat tires, rusted brakes. I imagine 
what people thought passing us by that morning, and 
am still amused at the thought. I dropped Dawson 
off at the Green Line that Sunday. He asked for my 
number and a farewell kiss. I sat in my car that morn- 
ing by the train station for a few minutes- I didn’t 
really keep track of time. The sun was warm on my 
skin; I sat and bathed and laughed as I recollected 
the night’s misadventures. 


One shivers slightly, looking up there. 
The hardness and the brightness and the plain 
Far-reaching singleness of that wide stare 


Is a reminder of the strength and pain 
Of being young; that it can’t come again, 
But is for others undiminished somewhere. 


So, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, here is my 
case. And my advice? Beware of pogs, particularly 
when they involve men named Dawson. 


To Be 


Our children enter after the magic show already starts and then 
watch from inside the trick. 

They always compare the magician’s fingers to their own. 

They never tell us how old they'll be. 


Light narrows through our children like a windowpane. 
Then they try on our aspirations, 
saying this one is too hot, this one too cold. 


Our children, sad and brilliant, are not born, 
and thus cannot stop repeating themselves. 
Crescent moon to new moon, 
like a splinter, slips beneath the skin of the earth, 
and our children descend silverly with it. 


Then they are on hands and knees, 
crawling toward the sound of thunder. Then 
their footsteps are the sound of a bed being made. 


Our children pray and then 


place their prayers in many compartments - 
Small as the past, humble as bone. 


«Nikolai Van Keller 


Original Artwork 
Annie Cronin 
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n a time when hipsterism as the ultimate expression of postmodern 

Dene? ere ee deconstructive ambiguity and self-referentiality has reached a nearly 
the Tebniae 6 unbearable tension, it is refreshing to see an artist letting go. Bonnie 
“Prince” Billy’s “The Letting Go” might be one of the best albums of 
the century (an honor not quite as dubious as it sounds) and is certainly 
one of the nicest. With vocals at times like Iron and Wine, at others 
@9 like Neutral Milk Hotel (perhaps most frequently like M.Ward) Billy 
==|mixes plainness and sweetness with just the right amount of oddness, 
@ which is counter-pointed perfectly with the bird-like and breathy female 


> RB 


harmony on nearly every track. Acoustics and simple drums mixed with the right amount of electric (read, 
hipsters: SUBTLETY) speak far louder here than “clever” electronic noise meant to cover up thoughtless or 
unemotional song-writing, or otherwise distance the artist from the work. 

The best song on the album is clearly “Love Comes to Me,’ the opening track, which is one of the finest 
album openings since Wilco’s “Yankee Hotel Foxtrot” (1 am trying to break your heart) — it opens with a 
rather melodramatic string quartet, playing a perfectly ambiguous line that seems to hesitate between major 
and minor, until Billy’s soft voice calls them together, and with a few gentle strums the strings fall perfectly 
in line, and with a slight tremble, the song lifts itself out of the water and into the rest of the album. Zach 
Tcheyan described the song as a beautiful painting done in crayon (I think he said this...) I agree with the 
child-like quality of his (Billy’s) annunciation and the simplicity of the song, but I would differ slightly and 
compare the aesthetics of the song perhaps to an impressionist painting of the back of a shed in early winter, 
snow piling on the brown leaves and woodpile, blowing in strange drifts, and for a moment the future of the 
painti | 
ng is out of mind completely. Of course this is a stupid and ridiculous subjective association, but there is 
a texture and vagueness to the song that requires a sort of distance on the part of the listener, a squinted-eyes 
approach, or even closed eyes and imagination. The line “I don’t know why love comes to me” might be one 
of the most beautiful aspirations in modern songwriting, and is certainly something devoutly to be wished 


— there’s a desperate wisdom about it. 
// Continued on page 6 


: 


In any case, I don’t want to talk about the rest of the songs and the album, because probably discussions ‘of 
aesthetics for their own sake are pointless, and certainly when they're one-sided. Far be it from me to lecture 
someone on beauty, so I think the best I can do, besides stupid descriptions of imaginative associations and 
hipster-bashing, would be to simply tell you to listen to it. Turn off your god-damn fluorescent light, get a 
good set of headphones, crack open a beer or three and actively listen — that’s probably a better thing than 
you'll do in a week’s worth of classes. Truth, in the academic sense, is so rarely beauty, so don’t get too 
caught up in that anyway. Try buying a bird-feeder. 

If you’re wondering why this is the worst album review of all time, don’t worry about it — you’re probably 
not even reading this magazine, just like everyone else...spooky. 

Zach Roberts 


The Hipster Handbook, by Robert Lanham 
Anchor Books, New York: 2002 


“Hipster: One who possesses tastes, social attitudes, and opinions deemed cool by the cool. The Hipster 
walks among the masses in daily life but is not a part of them and shuns or reduces to kitsch anything held 
dear by the mainstream. A Hipster ideally possesses no more than 2 percent body fat.” 


Despite vocabulary that’s already out-of-date by the average college students’ standards, this book is a 
brilliant consortium of the anti-mainstream trends and tastes that sum up the hipster species. The author has 
clearly done extensive research and analysis on this intriguing but often overlooked people, including dia- 
srams of Hipster Hairdos for men and women, and lists of their favorite movies, books, web sites, magazines, 
beers, cigarettes, tattoos, piercings, colleges, jobs, and greetings. As if that weren’t enough, there’s the “1 
Clues You Are a Hipster” at the beginning, and the “Are You a Hipster?” questionnaire at the very end for the 
average reader who is unsure of their hipster ranking, as well as their unsuspecting friends who may or may 
not be in denial. The main problem with this book, apart from the constant use of obsolete adjectives like 
“deck” and “fin,” would have to be the fact that “Hipsters never admit to being Hipsters. They are too cool'to 
broach the subject.” But, if your roommate has the Emo Combover and Indie Burns, loves pitchforkmedia, 
Le Tigre and Rushmore, and will soon be a Web Designer, you can sleep easy at night now that someone 
has finally investigated this formerly mysterious people and given you an entertaining yet scarily accurate 
step-by-step analysis of their strange behavior. -Adam Cohen-Leadholm ‘ 


send submissions to alee@bowdoin.edu 
or SU box number 460A 


This issue, along with back issues of Flip Your Shit, can be viewed at 


http://studorgs.bowdoin. edu/wbor/zine.html 


The Sterns, Sinners Stick Together (Omnirox) Eli. Ellin Pius. Flan.’ ~~. (4/5) 


Adam Paltriner! 


The first time I listened to The Sterns’ debut LP Say Goodbye 
to the Camera last year around this time of the year, I could tell 
they would come back with something more. Although I tend to 
be pretty jaded when faced with anonymous-sounding jangle pop, 
there was something in that insignificant debut which made a sec- 
ond take necessary. After spinning it at home for a week straight, 
unable to get “Day Number Two’s avian-flu-caliber infectious 
melody out of my head, the flashes of brilliance were apparent, 
and this follow up delivers in spades. 

Hunt down the band on myspace and you will learn the 
basics: Brit-obsessed power pop, 80’s melancholia, Boston-based 
‘ and schoolmates of WBOR’s own Publicity Director Ted Power. 
Beyond that, The Sterns could be any one of a number of local circuit bands making the rounds if it wasn’t 
for the incredible songwriting to be found on either of their releases. This year’s Sinners Stick Together 
fleshes out the sounds hinted at on “Camera” without straying far from the band’s strengths: delicate guitar 
harmonies, fast-paced love songs and intelligent, clever lyrics of (what else) love and loss. But “Sinners” 
stands out as a marked improvement in the latter category especially, as vocal Chris Stern sounds truly 
confident and in his element — even though he may still think he’s living in 1968 or 1988 London. 
| It’s not that The Sterns are unable to avoid sounding like a band steeped in the Beatles, Byrds and 
Smiths catalogs; they consciously evoke an English pop-rock image and Chris Stern’s voice is perfectly 
suited to a delicately pitched Redcoat accent. On the song “Rosemary Cross” from Sinners, a midtempo 
ballad dedicated to a girl only tangentially known to the writer, Chris Stern sounds more like Morrissey 
than Michael Stipe as he pines in a hesitant and self-conscious bus stop encounter. The Sterns’ lyrics always 
portray characters on the cusp of emotional revelation but unable to push through to the next stage, but the 
words are really only vehicles for Chris Stern’s multifaceted songcrafting. Granted the group couldn't be 
compared to Yo La Tengo or Stephen Merritt for versatility, the range of wistful love songs on this album is 


impressive for a sophomore effort. 

So what makes these guys so special? Well, their sound is not revolutionary — as said, they pay 
homage to classic rock-pop and rarely pull out of the bright, jangly, literate love song mode. But they take a 
very frank, fresh approach to the same territory tread twenty years ago by the likes of the Smiths and forty 
_by the Kinks; their narratives center on 21st century existential angst as encapsulated in the smaller moments 
of our relationships. And to do so within the guitar pop format which has been beaten to death innumerable 
times is quite an accomplishment. | | 

Will you like The Sterns? Maybe not... if you’ve given the Smiths a shot and found nothing to 
like then stay clear. But listening to Sinners Stick Together is like driving through the country on a crisp 
autumn day; you may have done it countless times before, but there is something unique about a new familiar 
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experience which makes the ride so enjoyable. These songs tug at places and memories you didn’t know you had 
set aside and let collect in an empty corner of your head. After the last bars of Sinners you may find yourself 
wanting to take that drive again and pressing ‘Play’ just to get there. To find this kind of connection with a band 
Just getting its feet wet is something rare enough to hold onto before it’s too late. | 


Original Artwork 
Nate Guttman 


I’m. 
bleeding 
right now, and | 
you don’t want to know 


_ where. 
F Nn oS rail Nn (= Well, | guess it should really be you 
| probably don’t want to know where. I’m just taking 


an educated guess here about your volition. 


Which is like, deep, cause that’s all you can really do with anybody, | suppose. Take educated guesses. | 
mean, maybe that guy’s just dying for a heel to the groin. : 


Hell, | Know some people are dying for a heel to the groin. They’re just begging for it. 

Shit- where was |? Oh, right. Bleeding. And the Swiss. 

So, | have this little Pocket Knife, right? My parents thought it was Swiss Army, so they got me one for my © 
first communion or something, not realizing that any asshole can toss a corkscrew into a bunch of red plastic, 
throw in a reusable toothpick, and let you assume it up to the level of military excellence expected by a country 


whose Navy gets weekends Off. 


No shit. Wiki it. 


Anyhoo, I would get trounced every time “Make Fun of Shitty Knives”-Day rolled around, sulking in the 
corner every time the spring-loaded toothpick shot up and jammed me in the eye. 


A friend of mine, a noted Latin scholar, a tidbit | share to lend further evidence to the indisputable fact that 
patrons of the Liberal Arts lack any and all survival skills, took issue with how blunt the blade of my pocketknife 


Was. 


“This blade is quite blunt!” 

He loudly proclaimed. | 

“! will lend further evidence to this indisputable fact by slicing my palm with it, several times!” 
Stylistic pause. 


“Holy Fuck! I’m bleeding!” He loudly proclaimed. 


There’s a lesson in there somewhere, but I’m too busy bleeding to find it. 


This is not actaully a concert review... 
| Alice Lee 


It was raining so hard we shouldn't have been driving. One of those moments on 95 where everyone looks 
like little old ladies hunched over and peering through their windshields, going 40mph with the flashers on. 
Needless to say, it took longer than 2 hours to get to Boston. Despite the rain delay, my boyfriend and I were 
right on time pulling into the T stop where we planned to park the car. We had beer, we had quarters, and we 
had two tickets to the Red Hot Chili Peppers. We were set. 

Every single person between the age of 14 and 30 that rode the T to North Station with us was 
carrying a suspicious container. We opted for two empty paper Coke cups left over from dinner, complete 
with plastic tops and straws. And let me tell you, trying to secretly pour.a beer out of your pocket into one of 
those cups on a moving train requires talent. I think I got a lot of beer in my pocket. I also wouldn’t suggest 
drinking Miller Light out of a straw. 
| Beers in our bellies, we accosted the Fleet Center (now TD Banknorth Garden), riding a tsunami 
of impatient fans through the entrance and into the cement bowels of the building. I was pumped. And then 
the scanner made a de-da-dum noise instead of the de-da-dee! it had been giving everyone else. The dude 
scanned my ticket again: de-da-dum...again: de-da-dum...my boyfriend’s ticket: de-da-dum. I was confused. 
We were told to go “downstairs,” so we fought against the raging incoming tide and back out the door to a 
second entrance. | | : 

The lady at the counter looked at me like I was a cockroach. Then she pointed a fake-nailed finger at the 
date on my ticket. “It’s for the 2nd, not the 20th.” I could have spit cockroaches. WHAT HAD TICKET- 
MASTER DONE TO ME? I retreated. Checked the date again. Yep, a big October 02 instead of October 
20. At this point I wasn’t sure whether Ticketmaster had sent me the wrong tickets, or if I had been an idiot 
and bought tickets for the wrong date, but we’d told several friends we’d give them rides back to Bowdoin, 
so we couldn’t leave. 

There was nothing we could do, so we trudged along the Freedom Trail in the biting wind until we found a 
Borders. Now I know that there are exactly 3 books in the new section about the myth of Santa Claus. Borders 
closed at 9, we had calculated that the concert got out at 11. : 

Luckily, the Hub Pub was located right around the corner, so we busted in and settled down for a long wait. 
My boyfriend tried to get engrossed in the football game that was playing, I ordered nachos. Two beers each, 
a 30-6 score on the T'V, and way too much cheese later, it was 11, so we headed back towards the T. | 

Riding through North Station was like riding over the moon- it was desolate. The concert was not yet 


over. In fact, it wouldn’t be over for another hour, and the first of 3 people we told we’d give a ride to would not 
show up until 12:45 because of T stoppages. We tried sleeping, we tried talking, we tried word games. Nothing 
worked, it was too cold in the car, and although heated seats are the best invention Volvo ever came up with, 
they weren’t cutting it. 

We didn’t leave the parking lot of the T until 1:30 in the morning, and arrived back at Bowdoin at 3: 30am. 
Thankfullly, our friends spared us by not raving about the concert all the way home. They did mention that 
it was the best concert of their lives, though, which was enough. As soon as I got back to my room I checked 
my planner and my email. Sure enough, I was an idiot. All the Ticketmaster material said October 02, but I'd 
written down October 20. Honestly, who books identical shows on reciprocal number days of the month??? 
Especially bands that appeal to stoners! They should know better! | 

No, my boyfriend did not break up with me on the spot, nor did he scream or hit things. I was surprised, 
since I clearly deserved it. I guess he’s just biding his time... The purpose of this story is a warning to all of 
you concert-goers. BEWARE! Ticketmaster may try to deceive you, your brain my try to deceive you, and 
your friends may all get to go to a concert while you eat bad bar nachos and cry, but if you just take that one 
second to make sure the 20 isn’t an 02, you won’t have to experience any of those things. And trust me, you 


don’t want to. 


Deerhoof, Space Gallery, Portland ME 
Zachary Tcheyan 


I have had Deerhoof’s “The Runners Four” on my computer since it first came out. Usually, | am fairly 
religious about deleting music that I have had for a long time but have never gottten into. Given the massive 
‘amounts of good music that comes out these days, many bands actually do prove forgettable. For some reason 
however, I could never bring myself to delete the Deerhoof. Very, very, occasionally a song or two on the album 
would just seem very relevant, and this always made me hesitate to write the band off completely. Somehow, 
when I saw that Deerhoof was playing in Portland, the same feeling that is making it impossible for me to delete 
their music off my computer made me go to the show. | 

For those unfamiliar with Deerhoof, they make some of the more raw rock music currently available. Jar- 
ring and surprising song structures, deeply distorted guitars, simple bass, seeminlgy sporadic drums, and thin 
vocals from a four foot woman sound all combine to make, well, exactely that. The CD sounds pretty much just 
as you would expect all that to sound like, perhaps a little immature and sloppy. Generally bands like this are 
even worse in concert which is why I was very surprised when I realized that Deerhoof are not only extremely 
tight, but they are head and shoulders above many bands out thier in terms of both thier creativity and skill. 
Somehow, for some reason, this just doesn’t come through on the albums. I can’t explain it at all. The concert 
was one of the best I have been to all year. The sheer intensity of the guitarist and drummer compared to the 
sometimes calm often insane 4 foot tall female bassist and singer was overwhelming. Live, Deerhoof’s songs 
are expressive and powerful. They make you dance when they want you to, they make you cry when they want 
you too. 

I tried listening to the album again a day after the show. Nothing. Sure, I had one or two nostalgic moments 
but all and all it was a dull experiance. They are just a live band, which is rare these days, and in a way, makes 
the show all the more special. 
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PAL ANDER 


+ Paradise Rock Club 
967 Commonwealth Ave 
www.thedise.com 


Boston: 
+ The Middle East 
472 Mass. Ave., 
www.mideastclub.com 


Portland: 
+ The Big Easy 
55 Market St. 


+ | T the Bear’s 
10 Brookline St. Cambridge 
anuw.tithebears.com 


+ The State Theater 
609 Congress St. 
www.liveatthestate.com 


+ The Avalon 
5 Lansdowne St. 
617-262-2424 


CONCERT 


Other: : 
+ Worcester Centrum Centre 

90 Foster St., Worcester, MA. 
508-755-6800 


+ Space Gallery 
538 Congress St. 
www.spaces38.org 


+ The Orpheum 
1 Hamilton Place 
617-482-0650 


